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man, are these prairie lands, lying along and
around the Smoky Hill Fork; a dry and sandy
ravine, more than a hundred miles in length,
stretching at the foot of this high ridge or bluff,
called Smoky Hill from the cap of mist which
commonly floats above its crest. Here grow the
sweet bunch-grasses which the buffalo loves to
chew, and hither come those herds of game on
which the Indian lodge depends for its winter
store. Disturb these herds in their present quarters,
and whither can they flee? Southward lies the
Arkansas road from St. Louis to Santa Fe; north-
ward lies the Platte road from Omaha to Salt
Lake. No game will linger on the white man's
track ; and to make a path for the mail by way of
Smoky Hill Pork is simply to drive away the red
man's food. Elk and antelope may wander into
close vicinity to a trader's and an emigrant's trail;
buffalo, a bolder and fiercer, but more cautious
animal, never.

"White man come, buffalo go," says Black
Hawk, with his sharp logic; " when buffalo gone,
squaw and papoose die."

From Black Hawk's point of view, the policy
of resisting our encroachments on their hunting-
fields is beyond dispute.